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sunshine into it, lest something of its distinction, its
temperance should be lost in the splendour of the world,
in the strength of the sun or beside the energy of the sea,
You will find almost no studies of the nude here, scarcely
any women .at all,'but'queens and princesses and little
children and'men, who, are so full of pride, that they
seem to thrust the ground away with their feet, or to
beat it with the hoofs of their horses in contempt, a
contempt that is not' passionate at all, but a sort of
coldness as though'they were unaware of anything but
their own gravity or importance.
Quite by chance, on leaving the room where the beauti-
ful picture of Philip IV. on Horseback hangs, you come in
the long gallery on Titian's Charles V, Entering the Battle
of Miihlberg. Beside it are two theatrical compositions
by Rubens, masterly and full of the immense sensuous
vigour that is sometimes a little wearying in that
Fleming. It is as though the monotony of his low and
mediocre land, which submitted so easily to every
tyranny that only he has made beautiful, had forced
him into an over emphasis of life. Well, to-day in the
Prado you look at Titian's Charles V. on Horseback,
really the original of all equestrian portraits, beside the
work of this sumptuous barbarian. The quiet serene
everlasting strength that is present always, even in
Titian's slightest work, is, in this magnificent canvas, con-
summate in its perfection. And it vanquishes, if we may
use a word so disastrous, even the great equestrian
portraits of Velasquez by means of just beauty. It is
life, while the work of Velasquez only continually seems
to be life; it is more than life, it is truth, it is beauty.
How fortunate Titian was, you may think, perhaps,
fortunate beyond Rembrandt or Rubens or Velasquez,
in having people so much greater to paint, a city so much
more beautiful to live in, a world so much more living,